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some are excellent likenesses of friend and foe. Her
sketches of Eire or Banba or Dark Rosaleen were
conventional.
Her favourite recreation of late years was to take
out her little Ford car (a second-hand " bargain ") to
the mountains, take lunch along and her sketch-book
and paint all day.
She loved to fill her little car with children and take
them along too, packing in her little dog, Shuler, and
rattling off, a very noisy band. In town, whenever
Madame saw a friend, she hailed you and gave you a
lift. She seemed a reckless driver, but really was quite
safe. She got a lot of fun out of tinkering with that
little car, which always seemed to be on its last legs.
She carried through a whirlwind campaign in. it,
driving it and stopping in villages or outside chapel
gates after Mass to address crowds in the last election
of 1927 before her death. She broke her arm in two
places cranking it, got the arm set, and went right on
with her meeting as if nothing had happened. " Just
fix this up for me," she said to the local doctor. " It's
lucky it's only my arm, I can still talk." This car
too was used to collect logs and turf and coal in 1926
when there was a fuel famine in the city. Madame
carried up bags of coal to the tenements—a regular
Santa Claus, they used to call her when she breezed
along/
Constance gave her reasons for declining to agree to
the Treaty in a speech she made in the debate on the
subject in the Dail in January 1922. Even those who
do not agree with her opinion must surely feel that it
shows a noble spirit and one worthy of all honour.
She had no thought of herself. It was her considered
judgment that only the Republic as visualised in 1916
would cure Ireland's ills.

